W. H. DAVIES
" I've never been ill before, really, except when I had that
accident and lost my leg. . , . And, d'you know, I grow so
irritable when I've got that pain, I can't bear the sound of
people's voices." And then, after an instant's pause, he added,
" Sometimes I feel I should like to turn over on my side and
die!"
I am sure, all the same, that he did not know he was going
to die. The rest of his talk was most cheerful and reassuring. ...
I remember that he spoke of the growing expense of life, and
added, rather grandiloquently,
" After the war, I may be forced to part with my collection."
By this he signified the Epstein bronze head and the set of
etchings by Sickert, but he said it in a fashion which inevitably
called to mind such other patrons as the Lords Hertford or
Mr. Gulbenkian.
I asked to see Jim, the toad, but it was dead. . . . Then
we went out to meet Violet Gordon Woodhouse and Mrs,
Davies, who were coining back down the hill, and one of the
party said what a pity it was that a house in front and a little
below blocked part of the view, and Davies, I recall, told us
how, some fifty years before he had come to live here, it had
been built especially for that obstructive purpose by a spiteful
neighbour, who, when he had finished his wicked work,
dropped dead. As he related in considerable detail the story
of this old feud, of which the four stout walls in front of us
were still the solid materialisation, bearing witness to it to-
day, he contrived, because of his own simplicity and concern
at the evil of the action, to invest the narrative with a pal-
pitating Homeric interest that made every minute point in it as
important as a similar incident in the Odyssey. Of this quality,
he was, in conversation, the only living master, able to impart
it to anything of which he spoke.
Alas, this was the final talk we were ever to enjoy with this
extraordinary and memorable being, who, for all his humility,
bore about him something of the primitive splendour and
directness of the Elizabethan age; in which, as Ms appearance
testified, he would have been equally at home. No-one who
knew him will, or ever could, forget him, even had he never
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